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the coxswain. Just as we had begun to swing about in a wide, foaming circle, I was dimly aware of a heated protest.
It came from Fisher, who had his film camera out, and was intently taking pictures of the shell-bursts.
"Who told this chap to turn round?" he demanded angrily. Oulds and I blushed and said that we did, and I added that I could describe the shell-bursts remarkably well from a more respectful distance. Fisher was hotly indignant, so we reluctantly reversed direction and approached the erupting columns of water again. The trouble with photographers is that they have to be unpleasantly close for their action pictures. However, even Fisher was satisfied in the end and we sheered away, to course aimlessly among the shipping for a while. Small motor craft were tearing forward now, laying a thick white smoke-screen. In the artificial fog we saw a huge tricolour hanging limply from the stern of the French battle cruiser Emile Bertin, a symbol of France reborn but still enfeebled. We recognised the British warships Ramillies, Orion and Dido.
Disconsolately, we returned to the Bayfield and were advised that we had better wait till the following morning. We were fretful and felt that the regatta was ending in anticlimax. I swore that I would never again be separated from my communications.
That evening the most violent incident of the whole invasion occurred. A solitary German reconnaissance plane came over at an immense height. Just previously I had been trying to count the number of ships in sight and made it something over a hundred. Many hundreds of bored antiaircraft gunners were, therefore, hanging about waiting for this moment. They all let fly almost simultaneously. The sky was obliterated with black and white puffballs and red tracer streaked up from all directions, slicing the air into pyrotechnic patterns. The noise was prodigious, but accomplished nothing that I could see. Shortly afterwards, there was a huge explosion, and two landing craft on Green beach could be seen blazing furiously, their ammunition spouting and exploding. It was said that they had been hit by a glider bomb. They continued to burn all night, floodlighting the sky and sea with an angry glow. Pinewoodsto Rome. What was the world waiting to learn? Surely that         copy "queucing up" for its turn on the radio to ]
